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THE LADY WITH A BIG APPETITE
On the way back to England by way of Lisbon I was delayed by a
railway accident which caused me some embarrassment. A railway
tunnel collapsed on a train ahead of us, blocking our way. We were
crossing a bit of northern Spain and all the passengers turned out
excitedly. Among them was a family of Brazilian girls, elegant and
alluring young creatures, with their father and mother. They were
desperately anxious to get to Lisbon, where they had berths in a ship
bound for Brazil There was also a German business man with his stout
lady. Everyone talked at once. The Spanish stationmaster made
voluble orations which I could not understand. There seemed to be a
train arriving which would reach Lisbon by a circuitous route, but I was
not sure of that. Certainly a train arrived. It looked like a local slow-
going train and I doubted whether it would go as far as Lisbon, on a
loop line avoiding the tunnel. Suddenly a number of passengers
boarded it just as it was about to start. The family of Brazilians rushed
into a carriage, leaving on the platform a mass of luggage, mostly large-
sized band-boxes for hats and feminine garments. The German business
man shouted to his wife and jumped on the train as it was moving. His
gnadige Frau gave a cry of despair, and was left behind. The Brazilian
girls screamed to me in bad English, imploring me to bring the band-
boxes to a hotel in Lisbon. The train departed and was lost to sight.
The German lady came up to me and burst into tears after asking me to
help her. I found myself in a lonely station in charge of a stout lady
who spoke only German and many large sized band-boxes filled with
female attire. The German woman had a big appetite but no money.
I fed her from time to time in the railway buffet. I have forgotten how
long we had to wait before the tunnel was cleared but it seemed like
three weeks. My German lady put her trust in me. I went on feeding
her every three hours. When at last we reached Lisbon she became
sentimental and thanked me a thousand times for my company and
sustenance. She would never forget it, she said. But her husband was
sulky, and gave me no word of thanks. I dumped the band-boxes at the
Lisbon hotel, cursing those girls for the trouble they had given me, but
they had already departed in the boat for Brazil.
So ended this adventure in Portugal. But it had its happy conclusion
in Holland Street, Kensington, where for months afterwards Portuguese
gentlemen and ladies called to kiss my hand, much to the amusement of
Agnes. My articles in the Daily Chronicle on the harsh treatment of